
'The c j T ragedy o/* Othello 

Caf. No, for I holdhi® vnworthy of his place, that docsthofe 
things well, Heauen’s about all, and there bee foules that mutt bee 
faued. 

Jag. ItistruegooJ Leiutenant. 

Caf For mine ownc part.no offence to the Generator any man 
of quallity, I hope to be faued. 

Jag. And fo doe I Leratenant . 

Caf I but by your leaue, nor before rae ; the Leiutenant is to be 
faued before the Ancient. Let's ha no more of this, let’s to our af- 
faires s forgiue vs our fins : Gentlemen, let ? s looke to out bufineffe : 
doe notchinke Gentlemen I am drunke,this is my Ancient, this is my 
right hand. and this is my left hand : I am nor drunke now,l can ftand 
well enough.and fpeake well enough. 

AB Excellent well. 

Caf Why very well then s you mutt not thinke tnenj that I am 
drunke. Eoett. c , . 

fjlion. To the plotforme matters. Come, let s let the watch. 

Jag. You fee this fellow that is gone before. 

He is a ''oaldier fic to (tana by Cafar, 

And giue direction : and doe 6utfce his vice ; 

Tis to his vertuc, a iuft equinox, 

The one as long as th’other : tis piety of him, 

1 leave the rruft Othello put him in. 

On feme odde time; of his infirmity. 

Will drake this lfhnd. 

Mon. But is he often thus. 

Jag. Tis euermore the Prologue to his fleepe ; 

Het’ie watch the horolodge a doable fet, 

3f drinke rocke not his cradle. . . , .. 

Mon. T’were well the General! were put m minde ot 
perhaps he fees it not, or his good nature 
uraifes the vertue that appeares in fife? 0 * 
Andiookesnotonhiseuills : is not this true? 

* lap. How now Rodtrigo, Enter RoderigO. 

T nra V VOU after the Leiutenant, goe. E*>t Rod. 

? Mon. And tis great pitty that the noble Moore 
Should hazard fuch a place.as his owns fecond.,. 

Wither ofan ip § raff ! 
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the Moore of Venice. 

It were an honeft aftion to fay fo to the Moore. 

lag. Not I, for this faire Ifland : 

I doe loue Cafsio well, and would doe much, J ” Helps t 
To cure hinaofthiseuill : but harke,what noyfe. 

Enter Cafsio, driving in Roderigo. 

Caf. You rogue, you rafcall. 

Mon. What’s the matter Leiutenant ? 

Caf. A knaue, teach me my duty s but lie beate the knaue into a 
wicker bottle. 

Rod. Beate me? 

Caf Doft thou prate rogue ? 

Mon. Good Leiutenant ; pray fir hold your hand. 

Caf. Let me goe fir, or lie knock you ore the mazzard. 

Mon. Comc,come,you are drunke. 

Caf. Drunke ? they fight, 

lag. Away I (ay, goe out, and cry a muteny. Exit Rod. 

Nay good Leiutenant : God’s- will Gentlemen, 

Helpeho, Leiutenant i Sir, Montanio , fir, 

Hclpe matters, heer’s a goodly watch indeed: Abed rings. 

Who’s that that rings the bell ? Diablo — ho, 

TheTewne will rife, fie, fie, Leiutenant, hold, 

You will be fliam’d for euer. 

Enter O thello, and G entlemen with Weapons. 

O th. What’s the matter heere ? 

Mon. I bleed ftil!,I am hurt to the death. he faints. 

Oth. Hold/or your lines. 

Jag. Hoki,hoid Leiutenant, fir Montanio, Gentlemen, 

Haue you forgot all place of fence, and duty : 

Hold,the Generali fpeakes to you ; hold, hold, for fiiame. 

Oth, Why how now ho, from whence arifes this ? 

Are wetur’nd T ttrkes, and to our felues doe that. 

Which Heauen has fo: bid the Ottamites : 

For C hriftian flume, put by this barbarous brawle 5 
He that ttirres next, to car ue for his ownc rage. 

Holds hisfouk light, he dies vpon his motion ; 

Ea Si- 




